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burg has deceived us. They are nothing but Tar-
tars."

The danger was ever growing; blazing cinders
were falling upon the tow gunswabs which were
spread out on the ground in front of the Kremlin,
and threatened to set them on fire. There were four
hundred caissons of ammunition in the courtyard;
the arsenal was full of powder; the Emperor and
his guard were sure to be blown up if a single one
of the cinders had fallen on a single caisson. The
merest spark might change the fate of the world: on
such slender threads hang the fates of conquerors
and of empires! There was the sorest anguish; it
was rumored that the Kremlin was ruined, and that
Napoleon and his fortune were about to disappear in a
sea of fire. The fury of the fire grew wilder; it roared
and surged like waves in a storm. The incendiaries
were shot wherever found, and their bodies were
thrown into the flames they had themselves lit. The
eity was a mere shell of crumbling ruin ; the air was
full of smoke and ashes. The windows of the Krem-
lin were melted and fell in fragments. Bis officers
ran to Napoleon and earnestly addressed him: " Leave,
Sire, leave, we beseech you."

At first the conqueror refused to leave lih prey*
but his persistence was vain: the fire was stronger.
Conquered by the conflagration, he yielded and left
the place. It was a terrible moment, prophetic of
all that destiny would compel him to abandon. He
hurried down the great northern staircase, famoug